2 


rote without Fear of 4 HANGER, or what that HAxER nar be hanged upon. 
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. __ CALLED, THE 


Fa | Canvaffing Macaroni, and True Bririſh Ele- 


To the Tune of cc Mrs. Camry 


MACAROQMNTI. 


OUR Vote and Intereſt for my Friend, I earneſtly ſolicit, 

By me his Compliments he fends, and begs I'd be explicit ; 

If you to vote for him agree, no Harm to you will come, Sir: 

Bur if you don't, take Care ! Gad's-me ! our Men will make you run, Sir, 
CHORUS. | 


Far from the Huſtings, with their Poles, ſhould you attempt to vote, Sir, 
For HOOD, they'll drive you Home by Goles, and make you ah you Note, Sir. 


ELECTOR. 


And ſhall an Engliſhman be ſcar'd out of his deareſt Right, Sir, 

Thus by a Jackanapes be dar'd ? This Moment quit my Sight, Sir :— 

No paltry Fear inhabits here, and for my Country's Good, Sir, 

Among the Reſt, 111 do my beſt, and boldly vote for HOOD, Sir, 
CHORUS, e 


Who honours thus his Country's Rights in every Situation— 
In War for us he bravely fights—lIn Peace till ſerves the Nation. 


MACAROMNTI. 


Gad's-curſe ! and if you knew me, Sir, you'd dare not thus affront me ; 
But have a Care, you'd beſt beware, our Blood-hounds elſe ſhall hunt you: 
For what by Worth we cannot do, by Force we mean to try, Sir, 


You'd beſt and give Content, nor longer me deny, Sir; 
CHORUS, 


Or from the Huſtings, &c. &c. &c. 
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Altho' by Ruffians drove away, unwilling home we turn, Sir, 

True to the Cauſe, the following Day with ſtronger Zeal we'll burn, Sir: 
Such Injuries will ſerve to prove our Cauſe ſincere and good, Sir, 

In Numbers more than heretofore, we'll poll for Gallant HOOD, Sir : 

Nor will we truſt in Men unjuſt, nor e er elect Law-Makers 
Who coaleſce, to hurt the Peace, and prove themſelves Law-Breakers. 


FINTITS. 


The Macaroni's Fears began uncivilly to teize him, 
When he perceiv'd the angry Man juſt on the point to ſeize him: 
For how could he, alas, poor Elf! alone himſelf defend, Sir, 
5 12 turn'd about, he ſcamper'd out, and ran to the Town's-ends, Sir: 


f Principle both ſound and true, ſhall Britons fail? =O never! 


= a; \ Fit Hy hearty 7 Zeal tow'rds Merit due, here's ADMIRAL HOOD for Ever ! 
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